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" Stop ! "
The cossack frowned and pulled on the reins.
" What's your regiment ? " the commander demanded,
going up to the wagon.
" What's that to do with you ? "
" What's your regiment, I asked you. Well ? "
" I'm from a Rubiezhin company.  And who are you ? "
" Get down ! "
" Who are you, I want to know ? "
" Get down, I tell you;" the commander went red to the
ears. He unbuttoned the flap of his holster, drew out his
revolver and passed it into his left hand. The young cossack
thrust the reins into his wife's hands and jumped down
from the wagon.
" Why aren't you with your regiment ? Where are you
driving to ? " the commander questioned him,
" I've been ill.  I'm going to Bazki now with my family."
*    " Have you got any document showing you had sick
leave? "
" Where could I get any document ? The company was
without a doctor."
" So you hadn't one ! Karpenko I " He called one of his
men. " Take this man along to the school/'
" Who the devil are you ? " the cossack demanded.
" We'll show you who we are ! "
" I've got to return to my company. You've got no right
to stop me."
" We'll sfend you ourselves. Have you got any weapons ?
" A rifle."
^ " Get it out quick, or I'll drill a hole in you. A young
cossack like you, and hiding behind your wife's petticoats !
Have we got to defend you ? " As the commander turned
away he contemptuously called over his shoulder :
"Skunk!"
The cossack fished his rifle from under a rug. Then,
unwilling to kiss his wife in the sight of others, he took her
by the hand, muttered something to her, and followed his
escort to the school.
Once more the wagons crowded into the narrow street
rolled thunderously over the bridge.
In an hour the outpost had arrested some fifty deserters.
Some of them tried to resist, especially one elderly, long-